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taken place3 and privately prophesied exactly how
the new whim was likely to end. Meanwhile,
Sebastian trod on air; he thought that he had found
his salvation; he had broken the bounds of his own
world; he thought that he had discovered every-
thing that was disenfranchised, liberal, free of
spirit. His conviction was increased by the fact
that, until his advent, Phil had led what is known
as a virtuous life; was not in the least impressed by
his worldly assets; and gave herself to him without
any fuss, within twenty-four hours of their meet-
ing, simply because he had taken her fancy. All this
she explained to him in the frankest language,
adding that the moment she tired of him she would
throw him out. Sebastian, who was not accustomed
to be treated in this way, delighted in such dis-
course. Lying on her divan amid the ruins of their
supper, he prodded her on from statement to
statement, from revelation to revelation. She had
run away from home when she was seventeen; she
had served in an A.B.C. shop; and there, Augustus
John had seen her.

"Weil, and what then?"
"He painted me. He said I was his type," So she
was, with her black hair cut square; her red, gener-
ous mouth; her thick white throat; and brilliant
colours; especially when she crouched, gipsy*like,
over her guitar.
"And what then?"
"Lots of other people painted me."
"But you never lived with any of them?"
**Tou ought to know that I didn't."